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TraditionsConcerningthe Origin of the
Lovers' Feast Day

TheEvolution ofthe
Valentine.
Copyright, 11)10, by Tho International

Syndicate.
"Muse, bid the morn awake,

, Sad Winter now declines,
Each bird doth choose a mate.
This day's St. Valentine's;

) For that good bishop's sako
'-rtt »l*a ami la** lis nan
uwii * !'» ttuu icv no nvv

What beauty It sliall be
That fortune us assigns."

IN the flays of Shakespearo,
Chaucer and Lydgato the Feast
of St. Valentino was commemoratedns tho Lovers' Feast and

tho poets sang the songs of love, writingcharming bits of verso In honor
of Cupid's followers. Everybody celebratedthe day by sending out love
missives of various kinds and the boy*
and girls regarded It as the most preciousday of the calendar.

Origin a Mystery.
Tho origin of tho festival, like

many others, 1b shrouded In mystery
for It Is not known clearly for which
of the Valentines of tho Roman
Church It was named. Two of these
men were bishops and all of them
martyrs In the early days of Christianity.Recently a well known studentin ancient customs has come forwardwith an explanation that the
day was named In honor of the bishop
who during his Incarceration was tho

T was the evening of St. ValIontlno's Day.but Robert Bolton,
I trudging wearily homeward aftor
I the usual grind at tho office, didn't
JLknow It, For him, remembranco

of tho day of the Little God of
Love had long since slipped back Into
tho dim past, along with youthful enthusiasm,parties, shady lanes and
puppy love.
Ho did recall, however, as ho

turned In at tho grate of his home that
a house-guest had boen oxpectod to
arrive that dav. a girlhood friend of
his wife.
As ho opened the front door ho

caught a gllmpso of their guest, Mrs,
Harrington, and his wlfo In the llvlns
room. Freed of his hat and coat,
ho traversed tho reception hall and
started toward thom.

But as ho crossed tho threshold he
paused, the customary evening greetingstill hanging unspoken upon his
Hps. His wlfo was standing by the
center table looking at him In that

' mannor all experienced husbands have
come to know means that the wlfo h
striving to send by "eye-wlrelcss" a

1 message of sonto sort. And, as usual,
Bolton found It exasperatlngly unintelligible.

Bcforo her was a huge basket ol
fruit, an Impressivo affair of artistic
design and graced with a wldo bow ol
pale green ribbon and a long, archinghandle gaily colored.

Opposite, sat Mrs. Harrington, smilingpleasantly. And oivtho table boforeher reposed n box of candy, resplendentIn Its multi-colored rows ol
confections, Its festlvo pink rlbbor
and Its near-gilt tongs.
"You homo, Bob?" said his wife,

perhaps through force of habit. Thor
sho hurried on. "Your valontlnes arrivedbefore you, you see. It wat

Just darling of you, Bob! I almost
feared you would forget." And she
glanced meaningly at the fruit and
candy. "Nina Insists It must be some

fond ndmlrer othor than you. But 1
tell her sho doesn't realize what c

dear, thoughtful husband I have!"
Bolton stared at his wlfo and ther

mechanically shook hands with Mrs
Harrington, assured her of his pleasureat having her as a houso-guosl
and Inquired about her husband'!
welfare.

Mrs. Harrington answered his Inquiriesperfunctorily and Hastened or

to the matter of roal lntcrost. "Edith
has quito distorted what I said.tc
her own ends, no doubt," sho laughed
"I merely expressed surpriso. anc

plcasuro to find that still there are

husbands In tho world who remombei
tho little sentimental occasions that
monn so much to a woman
Toor old Jack . though ho Is a

' dear In many ways.wouldn't know
St. Valentino's Day from tho Fourtl
of July; and If a bnskot of fruit
should arrive In our house on St
Valentine's Day I might be temptoc
to Imnglho that I Indeed did have a

fond and myatorlous admirer. But
I'd know absolutely that It wahn'l
Jack! Let mo thank you for my vat
cntlno.I Just adore Arlington cand)
.and for your thoughtfulness In Ineludingmo In your.what shall I say
.St. Valentino devoirs?"

Bolton swallowed hard. Ho wat
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recipient of much kindness from the
Jailer's blind daughter, miraculously
restoring her sight. "Because of this
favor," ho writes, "When the ancient
Lupercall.a of tho Romans was transformedinto a Christian festival to
meet tho demand of the clergy, who
were trying to uproot tho pagan practicesand obliterate their very names,
the feast was named for tho bishop
who had enabled the young blind girl
to enjoy tho pleasures of life." Althoughtho Church had sufficient Influenceto change the name yot for
many years its celebration retained all
tho pagan customs many of which
wero put under a ban by tho Church
of Rome.
Tho LUporeallan feasts were held In

honor of Pan and Juno, and one of
tho chief ceremonies was tho placing;
of a box containing tho nnmcs of
i-oung women, In one of tho public
squares of tho cities. Young men
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afraid to look at his wife. He forced
a laugh. "You can never tell, Nina,
who Is tlio sender of a valentine," ho
managed to reply In a manner Intendedto bo playfully non-committal.
"Perhaps, after all, Edltli has a

fond admirer.and no doubt f had
best look Into It at onco."
"Now. now," Interrupted the visitor

gaily, "don't try to cover up your
good deeds, Bob!"
Bolton grinned. "Maybe It was

Jnck who sent them!" ho suggested.
"I am sure he's still a fond admlror.
"You can't wriggle out that way,

Bob," Mrs. Harrington Insisted. "If
Jack should do a thing like that I'd
straightway faint; no, I believe first
I'd ask him what ho had been up to.
and remind him that conscience Is a

torrlblo thing."
"Don't bo too hard on the poor

boy." Mrs. Bolton spoke up, glancing
proudly nnd gratefully at her husband."Even Bob sometimes forgets
these.these little things. But St.
Valentino's Day? Well, that was tho
,tlay on which wo bccamo engaged!"
Ami slio glanced archly at Bob, who
Hushed and smiled back.dutifully.
Presently dinner was servod. It

wns an excellent ono, no doubt; but
Bolton had only a vague notion of
what he was eating. His thoughts
were upon St. Valentine's Day. And
tho fruit nnd tho candyl
Who could have sent them? Was

he justified In talcing the credit unto
himself? Would he bo found out?
And properly humiliated?
Confound It, why hadn't ho remom-

bered the dny! Edith was so surprisedand pleased, and so proud to
"show him off" before Nina.

(. Well, right or wrong, ho was In for
It now and.comforting thoughtl.no
self-respecting sender of a valonttne
would have the bad taste to divulge
Ills Identity. At all events, he'd have
to stick It outl Was he downhearted?
No! i
Later, in their own room, when 1

Edith thanked him prettily for her ;
valentine he, graceless scamp, smiled
and smiled as ono who accopta laurels
solely because It Is more modest to
do so and have It over with than to
protest. I
"I was so afraid you would forget,

Bob," his wife added. "Nina is for-
ever harping on the Indifference of
the avorage married man toward his
wife In little matters of sontlmcnt
such as this.aiul you should havo
scon hor face when the fruit and
the candy arrived!"
Bolton laughed, He decided to lako

Iho plunge. "It's kind of rough on

Jack, Isn't It? Frankly, my dear, I.
i or.a.I came mighty near forgetllng

II, St. Valentino's Payl Do you re-
member the time I sent vou a ..?"

I The next morning, at hie oltlce,
Robert Bolton ran through his mail

' and presently came upon a letter from
(he Arlington grult & Cnndy Shop,

i llo opened It and, to his amazement,
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drew out the names end thus the
men and women were paired oft by
chance, Frequently, tlio names put
Into the box were thoso of women ot
questionable character and the day
was spent In wild orgies. The Church
tiled to weed out tills part ot tho
ceremony and Anally did succeed In
modifying tjio affair by substituting
the names of saints Instead of living
women.these saints to bo the patrons
for the coming year of the men drawingthe names from tho box. This
new plan for a time stopped the customaltogether as the young men rofuscdto play tho gamo unless the
valentines were real flesh and blood.

Old Customs.
A century or moro later the custom

was revived but on a slightly differentplan and was kept up until a

century ago especially In Scotland.
England and several countries on tho
Continent. The new custom wns tho
transformation of the disgusting
pagan rites to a gay. Innocent antuBOmontfor tho young folks. Tho game
differed, too, from tho fact that tho
names of both girls and men woro put
In the bos and when a girl drew out
a name she claimed tho man whoso
nnmc was written there as her valonttne.When a man drew out tho name

ho did the same, consequently, each
ono had two valentines, but accordingto the chronicler of this ostab.
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round a bill for $4.50 for a basket of
fruit and $1.60 for a box of candy.
Ho reached for the 'phono and

asked for (ho manager himself, telling
him In no uncertain terms that he had
not ordered candy or fruit.there had
been a mistake.
Tho manager replied that ho would

"look it up," If Mr. Bolton would hold
tho wire. Mr. Bolton would.
Presently tho manager spoke. "We

iro very sorry, sir," ho said. "The
bill should not have been sent to
you."
"Um-m-m-m," grunted Bolton com- 1

placently.
"It was our mistake. Matlo, tho i

salesgirl who filled the order, forgot
to explain to the cashier that Mrs,
Bolton left spoclal Instructions that
the bill should bo sont to her "

"What's that!"
"Mrs. Bolton said wo should sond

tho bill to her, sir, not to you. We
aro very sorry.and will you kindly
explain to Mrs. Bolton for us, air?"

Mr. Bolton would; and hung up the
recolver.
So.so Edith hnd bought the

valentines! And.and he, poor boob,
had pretonded, even to her, that he
hn,d been tho thoughtful sender! Geo

Tifiir HhA mint hitvA hfiAn laUffh-

Ing at him! And yot, after all. It
wasn't Oqtlroly tunny
He reached tor the 'phone.
"This Is Mr. Bolton again," he told

tho manager. "It will bo all right
about that hill.I'll pay It. Only make
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llshod usage, "Tho man Micks cloior
to tho Valentino ttiat lias fallen to
him than to Uio Valentino to whloh
ho has fullen." Often murrlnRO rosultedfrom tlieso valentine parties as

tho couples wcro supposed to pay
frequent visits to each other during
tho ensuing year.
Another valentine custom of tovcralcenturies nun was that of accidentallybecoming ono'f valontlneln

thn fnllotvlnc tvnv: if a bacholori
clmncc<l to walk abroad on St. Valentine'sDny the first maiden ho met
was supposed to bo Ills futuro wlfo or

vlco vcrsn. Of course, It was easy
for the bachelors and maldons to arrangeto moot tho right person. As
Into as tho eighteenth century customsakin to th'ouo practiced on Hallowe'enwero In vogito. One of the
most rigid tests was that of a girl
pinning a bay lent to each corner of
her pillow and ono In the middle lioforogoing to bed. If tho maiden then
dreamed of a man It was regarded as

a sure sign thnt ho would bocomo her;
husband boforo tho end of tho year.

Still another curious scheme of1
finding one's truo lover comes from
Scotland.thnt of writing tho nanios

of several swains on paper and puttingthem lnsldo of bells of clay. The
bnllB were then dropped Into water
and the clny left to fall apart. The
ono that rose first to tho surfneo was

DUE* V/i
n-i- -.i n:jjun.A,«
juwaiu i«iuui«r rwuu

imnry Evening Greeting Hanging llnsp
certain another one la not sent to Mn,
Bolton. What? Yea, yes thank you,
tho trult was vory nice.yee, we weto
qulto oatlsfled. G'bye."
Though he had forgotton It at the

proper time, all that day Robert Bol-
ton thought of St Valentino's Cay
and cursed such a fool custom. At
Intervals, bobbing up after sentence)
In Interviews and wriggling In botwoenthe lines of tho papers upon
which he worked, Cupids and bleedinghearts and baskets of fruit arid
boxes of candy Bocrncd to dance In
Inexplicable, persistent fashion.
By lunch time ho was In considernbloof a funk, Ho dreaded tho very

thought of going home and facing
Edllh. Tho evening before.when he
didn't know as much as he knew now
.It was not so very difficult to live
up to the honors thrust upon him.
But that was last night! Wall, the
only thing to do was to square himBelt.And yet, how?
Ho thought ot calling Edith up and

telling her about the bill, and that
he had already sent a check to cover
It. But that would still leave pntent
the (act that he had forgotten about
Bb Valentine's Cay.which would
never do. No, It wns up to hint to
"como across".and came across
"strong!"
Along about four o'clock ho had

an Idea. He was In tho midst o(
dictation when It camo and he sprang
out of hlh chair eiclalmlng. "That's
the ticket!" Miss Spencer took II
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tho trup vnlontino.

Triulltlon of Birds,
Anolhsr tradition of tlio origin of

tlio telcctlon of February fourloonth
ns tho day for sending lovo missives.
Tlila writer llilnkH with tho poot that
In tlio Springtime tho young man's
thoughts lightly turn to lovo. "It
comoa at tho tlmo of tho turn of tho
Seasons," he declares, "tho beginning
of tho Sprlngtlmo, or at lenst tho tlmo
tvhon thoughts begin to turn to tho
rejuvenation of tho enrth and frosh
linnet rnvlvn to human liniirts." (*)!h-
cm bcllovo (hut It hna Itn origin In
tho mating tlmo for hlrilii nnd glvo
us a proof of thin, tho old English
tradition of tho rooks hiking their
mutes on that day. Tho story Is told
how on thin day at a certain placs In
England theso birds father In groat
numbers on tho lowar brunches of a

gigantic tree, whllo an old crow actingns parson nits on tho top chatteringuwny, evidently performing a

ceremony, for us soon as ho has finishedtho young birds fly awny on tholr
honeymoon.

Mixed Words.
Rtlll another legend of the day

comes from n noted etymologist. This
learned man In of the opinion that
Valentino liny has nothing to do with
cither tho birds or tho good bishop,
nnd deelnron that tho namo Is tho
coupling of tho Lntln word "valons,"
moaning gnllunt or valiant, and the
Norman word "galntln".n lover of
tho fair sex. Ho points out that v

and g wcro frequently InterchangeableIn popular speech nnd tho word
might ennlly bo pronounced Valentin
and In this way boeomo confused with

iLENTII
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okcn Upon Ills Lips,
down before she realised It could not
possibly bo n part of the communicationto J. B. Btrutt & Co., dealers In
building supplies.

"That'll be all today, Miss Spencer,"
he called back as he dashod out of
tho ofllco, his hat porchod ovor one
car and his coat sagging from an
elbow.
A brisk walk down tho street, and

ho turnod In at Philemon's Jowolry
Store. He brushod aside several solicitousclerks and asked for Sam.
tho samo Sum who of old had advisedhim as lo the proper gifts for
the courtship and young-marrled-Hfe
stages.

"Hollo, Sam," said Bolton affably.
"I'm up against It. Want a little
romombrance for my wife and can't
think of n dam thing but a diamond
ring, which won't do at all."
^ira smiled, At once tho burden

seemed to slip from tho shoulders of
the anxious husband. In his way,
Sam was an artist.

"Something nice, I guess, but nol
too sleep, all, Mr. Bolton?" ho asked.
"May I a»K ir li s in nonor or any

especial occasion 7 A whole lot dependson the appropriateness of a

gift, you know,"
"Yos.yes It Is," Bolton answered.

"It's a vnlontlno."
Sam gawpod.that Is, If so elegant

a person may be said to gawp,' "Why
.why yesterday was St, Vftltntlne'S
Day, Mr. Bolton!"

"I know It, Sam, That's Just the
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i TiTiTTirrn

... ...

lffis.
___

SB

si Ksr/er;

St Velontlne.
Evolution of the Valentino.

Although fow of the old practical
of tho day prevail, tin ono of landing
lovo minivoi li iltll In vogue. Each
year the tokens bicomo moro expenslvealthough the valentine print remain!.theevolution of thi shower
of lovo letteri of the eoventeenth century,Like everything elae tho ityle
of thcie love tokeni line changed with
tho yean when old itylei give way
to now. The earliest valentines were
crude drawings of huge Cupids holdingmen nnd women by reins as though
driving them Into matrimony. Theio
so-callnd swoethoart loiters wero blaok
and white, but when the colored ones
put In an appearance they were even
worao as the harmony of oolors had
no part In their makeup.

The advent of cheap postage gave
tho Valentino Industry an impoius,

nfttl during tho nineteenth century
thoy vera lent out by tho thousands.
Thore was tho laoa paper valentine
which when spread out showed tiny
Cupids bearing basked nt forgot.monots,violets and other flowers est In
framei of lace paper; verses pouring
out tho love of the sender were printedon overy page. Thcio were succeededby the handpalntod satin affaire
showing Cupids holding wedding rings
and turtle doves over poetry which
told of tho undying dovotlon of tho
man or woman whose affection
prompled the gift. Tho celluloid valentinewas a work of art Ir. the way
the thin sheets of celluloid wero
twisted Into love knots. Of courao,

trouble,"
6am grinned. "I'm next I" he said,

hrnxenly lndlfforsnt to his lapse Into
Idiom.

"And, San},".Bolton leaned over

the countor and epoko In ft confidentialtone."could you.or-a-could you
fix It go that It'll look like I bought It
lost weok and.and your dcllvory boy
took It to the wrong house or.or
lost It or.or.oh well, you know what
I moan!"
Bam considered.
Bolton fairly hung upon his decision.
"Woll," said Bam presontly, with

an air that might not havo exactly
disgraced a Justice on tho Supremo
Bench, "It's a trlfio Irrogular but.
hut I can fix It for such an old ciie-1
tomor ns you, Mr. Rolton. Now, supposowe deliver the arllclo and then,
after a while, I'll phone Mrs. Bolton
and In my best ofilaial voloe present
our apologies and explain that when
you mnile tho purchase wo hadn't anotherone of thorn In stock, except
tho sample, and had to wire to Now
York for one?

"Bam," said Robert Bolton, "you're
a wonder! And now, what shall It
be?"
"How about a vanity case? We've

Just rocoived the very late."
"Mrs, Bolton has one,"
"That doesn't make any difference;

a lady nevor has enough of them,
What kind has Mrs. Bolton?"

"VII be darned If I know.oh, yes,
It's a Oliver one and.by George, Sara!
.I remember now that only tho other
day I heard her Wishing for a gold
one for afternoon and evening wear.
That's the very thlngl Let's see what
you've got."
Sam coughed apologetically. "That's

rather high, In gold, Mr. Rolton," he
explained. "But I can shew you two
that hnve been greatly reduced.they

A.a. ftwd Mft'tsa MnwVak/1 ftlAWI
wore lurijr turn no ru iiw*> »««.

down to twenty-five. 0( course, you
understand, they aren't solid gold:
but they are a very line gold-plate
on silver. And you ne*d have no
hesitation about It being lit good taste.
Here.We we are, and both of them
are beauties."
That evening as Robert Bolton

softly Inserted his key and opened the
front door of hla home be again
ckught a glimpse of hla wife and Nina
In tho living room. They Were Intent
upop something on the contertable.
Yet, somehow, It seemed to Bolton
that the electric enthusiasm he had
anticipated was missing from hla
wife's manner. Just then she looked
up, aware of his presence. She rushed
toward him, hands extended in pretty
welcome.

"Oh, you dear!" she exclaimed. "It
2s./»i. SpeAh -.2A.i.Vdi Xekmimfc'
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to- play upon me!"
Bolton blinked. He dipped an ariii

around hot- waist nonchalantly ahd
thoy walked back Into the llvtnr* room.

Mrs. rrarrih'gdcn, too, Ms atrankelT
unenthuilostlo and . unimpressed.
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Cupldi and claiped hand* war* Iti
moat Important part o( the makeup. ''Jj
At present wo havo tho motor girt

ondlnr her heart and tho huge heart
with lta rebut vorsci, The suffragist,/.',?
too, has her eard, particularly (or her
Valentine to membera of Congress.
"Wo lako our suffrage pen In band
To write you these few Units;
If you'll Just give us rotes, ilcnr hearts A
We'll bo your valentines!"

Many of the valentine post cards.
a typo of lovo token which has been."(3
"In our midst" for several years.ars fm
rather pretty, tholr greatest merit Is'm
their oheapness. Even tho gtrmJjS
theory has crept In and ono of the Jj
latest valentines shows a couple In l&ifl
the act of kissing, surrounded by aU |
sorts of hideous llttlo microbes. The ^
verse, however, assures ua there aro 'yM
no microbes In the Bolnt Valentine }v1H
The manufacture of valontlnei to--|w|

day oonatltutei an Important branch
of our lnduetrial acllvlty and fur- §
nlshoe employment for thousands of.
men. and women. Many of the people'^;!
thua employed are cripples' or In,vallds who are unabto to leayo their Js
homes. Tho mnnufneturora send the
materiel to their residences and often ,'i
five tliom carte blanch for any new'jSgj^B
styles. The result It hundreds ofjaB
unique love tokens each year. Bo, j|2
aftor ell, Balnt Valentine Is still help- ,§
Inf thoie who are unfortunate. ,';'W

Here's to tho food Bishop, may his 1
day always bo observed as the reset
of True Lovers!

Instantly Bolton knew that all tyar'id^H
not rlfht; that there hod been a sllpsgjl
up somowhero.
"Whyin the world didn't, you utaijm

It yestorday, Bob?" asked Edith. 1TfOi|S
that I'm not just crasy about It, dear,J1
but valentines ought to arrive On- St 31
Valentine's Day, you know."
Yo gods I Bam had forgot to Jj

nhfttifi!
Bolton explained. It# paused for 'M

the effect. There walm't any. <

"It *as dear of you," Edith haa* §|
toned to assure him tialn. Then she j
venturod a bolder stroke. "I confess,^
now, Sob, that whon your basket'ofaO
fruit came yesterday I was a trifle J8
disappointed.you've always sent mo

such handsome valontlnes before, youfl
knowl"
Bob gulped.
"But why in the world didn't Jt.ouij

tell mo yesterday that you bad orderwjW
this vanity caso? Juit think of thjM
thrill of waiting for It to comist^H
thought you acted strangely last aviwH
Ing.didn't you, Nina?"'

"Oh, no," answored that pesslmlsiJB
quite cniually. "I'm uud to Jack, yojoW
soe. Itonlly, I was overcome by mjf iS
candy.It was so thoughtful of youiH
Bob. Now had It bean Jack hrfljO
have forgotten about It belng .,8tliM
Valentino's Day, mach less rememb<lr*«S
lng to tend anything. I must :Wt$m
though, that today he'd have ruthqon
off and bought mo somothing hand^J
some and .really extravagantp-jfi^B
squnro himself. Bob, you ooul'dmlH
help It If the Jowoleri had ,td} sehdnfl
away for If, oould you?"

"No, of course not I gave tltimH
the dickens about it, too, today,1
Bolton manfully. "They had the;JS9H
der at least a week sgo, and
Is no ixcuse for such a delay!"

Just then the maid announcevd|f^^^^M
telegram for Mrs. HarrlngtOBr4|nfl
would ehe please sign ror it 7 i

"Bob," whispered Edith tenselrffijM
the portlores fell behind the retnpral
ing form of Mrs. Harrington, "yjflM
have certainly made me loolc UkaSjH
fool 1 I don't know hew, but
understands the whole thing.she'ffl
not one bit Impressed, And
perfectly well that she knows j&3H
didn't aend the fruit and candy.' JffiM
Is sure you're Just lllto Jack
and I win So.so anxious to hav*%|^H
think otherwlke. Why."

"Well, I'll be.be Jlgiored!" fMngH
To this day Edith his never bewH

able to lolve the myitory.
says the only thing to do Is to fM^^H
It:'or, It there must be some answj^^^^H
to blame It on an English sparrawH

He's rlfht, tool "

For bow could either of thejaJ^H
expected to know that that attemjg^H
when Edith had her Tittle poodle^OnH
ror a uriti itimn, u» puung
end Mrs, Horrlnrton answered lt»fl^H
the voice at the other end of
without preliminary inquiry,
on to explain that the bill.
fruit and candy hod been sent
Bolton; and he had been siirptfi^^^l
first but had paid It; and. the
ton Frtilt A Candy Btote
sorry," hut they'd forotten aboutHnM
Bolton's Wentlnk file bill sent to

end.end.endItwas Mania's voice et the otheiH
end of tho wire! , || .<«
iwsnsuijii liaiKi hiiiwHI
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